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THE INSIDE of the tent was poorly ht The gleams
which escaped from the hearth through clouds of smoke
cast red blotches on the faces of Ungern and his guest, a
Mongol lama, and then were lost in the obscurity at the
back of the tent, where Laurenz and Lieutenant Issak
were moving about
'Where does Your Excellency dcsne me to begin?'
asked the lama, who was squatting on the ground
'Begin at the beginning,' replied Ungern For his part,
he was sitting on a chair, which looked almost unreal, so
unexpected was its presence in that tent
The sound of faint laughter, instantly suppressed,
sounded in the dark background of the tent
It was in the year of the Mouse,9 he said, 'that Mon-
golia . '
Tou're not with Mongol shepherds now,' Ungern in-
terrupted him 'There's no point in being affected'
'Just as you like,' conceded the lama 'It's all a matter
of habit For my part, I have some affection for our
calendar *
'Still, when you were m Petersburg, at the Polytechnic
Institute '
'I may point out,' remarked the Mongol softly, 'that at
this moment we are no longer in Petersburg How-
ever, just as you like As I was saying, it was m the year
1912 that Outer Mongolia seceded from China and pro-
claimed its independence, with the support of Russia,
which lost no time m establishing a protectorate over us'
'Over you?'